HUROK PRESENTS"

ming knowledge to make up for lost time during the rest of the
year when they were at home in Wilhelminenberg. They were
happy little men, astonishingly free from mischievous impulses,
and in their approach to music they were as serious and knowl-
edgeable as many a grown musician should be and sometimes is
not

They sang, a capella and with piano accompaniment, a long
repertoire of sacred and folk music, including an impressive list
of masses by Haydn, Mozart, Schubert, Bruckner and Beethoven.
Their angelic voices soared in the waltzes of Johann Strauss with
a childish version of the Viennese romantic atmosphere. They
dressed in white wigs and knee breeches, some of them in little
hoop skirts and demure maidenly curls, and quaintly acted out
Hansel and Gretel, Mozart's Bastien and Bastienne which he
wrote when he was only as old as the eldest of these lads, Haydn's
The Apothecary and several other little operas. One of them was
Der Hausliche Krieg, by Franz Schubert, who was himself a
Saengerknabe.

As they traveled across the country our company manager wired
ahead to the town which they would reach on Sunday, arranging
for them to attend mass. The news that the boys were arriving
spread through the town, and invariably a spontaneous welcoming
committee of motherly women would line the streets, dripping
with tenderness for the charming little boys.

And they were charming. Their scrubbed cherub faces shone,
their close-clipped hair showed the vigorous ministrations of coimb
and brush despite an occasional rebellious cowlick. When a lady
approached, there was the inevitable click of heels of the well-
polished shoes, the quaint bow from the waist, guaranteed to melt
any feminine heart. Our company manager thought it wise to post
bodyguards around backstage at all performances, lest anyone
be tempted to kidnap one of his precious charges*

Traveling by bus for thousands of miles may sound Eke undue
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